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guard before it, and run through anyone who attempts
to pass with your bayonet. They can apply to me
personally for compensation afterwards. Now, all
you men, keep your heads and guard the women and
children. I am going into the front hall to save you."
Drawing his kris, he darted across the floor, and,
stumbling near the door, stabbed a velvet cushion
through the exact centre. He picked himself up, breath-
ing hard, and was engaged in attempting to recover his
weapon, the point of which had apparently become
hopelessly jammed between the floor boards, when,
with a series of yells and a patter of naked feet, a
number of excited Malays, each armed with a small
tin of beef-dripping, dashed into the apartment.
That they expected to find the missing horse there
was evident from the cries of rage they immediately
emitted. The Sikh constable, however, seemed to
provide an agreeable substitute. They proceeded to
defile him thoroughly from a safe distance with
accurately-thrown handfuls of beef-dripping.
The man defended himselt as well as he could with
his bayonet, but being unsuccessful in catching much
beef-dripping on its point, threw this weapon away
in disgust, and, picking up a bamboo mat, held it
before him, M'WhizzIe, with a final desperate tug,
rescued his kris from the grip of the crack, rapidly
disengaged the cushion from the crooked blade, and
rushed to the rescue. Standing in an attitude of
defiance, he received a well-aimed tin with the centre
of his fine forehead. Another tin he accidentally
transfixed with his rapidly-waving kris, and flung from
him contemptuously* At the command of a tall Malay